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Bttl. I pardon him, as heaucn (hall pardon mec. 

Dut. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee: 

Yet am I ficke for feare: Speake it againe. 

Twice faying Pardon, doth not pardon twainc, 

But makes one pardon ftrong. 

"Bui. I pardon him with all my hart. 

Dut. A God on earth thou art. 

! Bui . But for our trufty brother-in-Law,the Abbot, 
With all the reft of that conforted crew, 

Deftru&ion ftraight fhall dogge them at the hcclcs: 
Good Vncklc helpe to order feuerall povvres 
To Oxford,or where ere thefe Traitors are : 

They (hall not liue within this world I fwearc. 

But I will haue them, if I once know where. 

Vncklc farewell, and Cofin adieu: 

Your mother well hath praid,and proue you true. 

Dut ,Come my old fon,I pray hestuen make thee new. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Ex ton and Servants. 

Ext. Didft thou not marke the King what words hee 
fpake ? 

Haue I no friend will rid me of this liuing feare: 

Was it not fo? 

Ser. Thofe were his very words. 

Ex* Haue I no Friend?(quoth hc:)he fpake it twice. 
And vrg’d it twice together, did he not ? 

Ser. He did. 

Ex, And fpcaking it, he wiftly look’d on me. 

As whoftiould fay, I would thou wer’t the man 
That would diuorce this terror from my heart. 

Meaning the King at Pomfret: Come, let’s goe; 

I am the Kings Friend,and will rid his Foe. Exit, 


Sc ana Quart a. 


Enter Richard. 

Rich. 1 haue bin ftudying, how to compare 
This Prifon where I liue, vnto the World : 

And for becaufe the world is populous. 

And heere is not a Creature, but my felfe,: 

I cannot do it: yet lie hammer’t our. 

My Braine, lie proue the Female to my Soule, 

My Soule, the Father: and thefe two beget 
A generation of ftill breeding Thoughts ; 

And thefe fame Thoughts, people this Little World 
In humors, like the people of this world, 

For no thought is contented. The better fort. 

As thoughts ofthings Diuine, are intermixt 

With fcruple$,and do fet the Faith it felfe 

Againft the Faith :as thus: Come litle oncs:& then again, 

It is as hard to come, as for a Camell 

To thred the pofterne of a Needles eye. 

Thoughts tending to Ambition, they do plot 
Vnlikcly wonders 5 how thefe vaine weake nailes 
May teare a paffage through the Flinty ribbes 
Of this hard world, my ragged prifon walles: 

And for they cannot, dye in their owne pride. 

Thoughts tending to Content,flatter thcmfclues. 

That they are not the firft ofFortunes flaues. 

Nor fhall not be tbc laft. Like filly Beggars, 

Who fitting in the Stockes, refuge their fliame 
That many haue, and others muft fit there; 

And in this Th ought, they findc a kind ofcafe r 


Bearing their owne misfortune on the backT 
Ol fuch as haue before indur’d the like. 

Thusplay I in one Prifon, many people 
And none contented. Sometimes am 1 Ki n „. 
ThcnTrcafon makes me wi(h my felfe aBe» ’ 
And fo I am. Then crufliing penurie, :^ ^ ar, 
Pcrfwades me, I was better when a Kino • 

Tl,. __ : _J I ..O' 



Nor I,norany man, that but man is * UU1 ’ 

With nothing {hall be pleas’d, till he be eas’d 
With being nothing. Muficke do I heart? 

Ha, ha? keepe rime: How fowrc fweet M u fi c k e • 
When Time is broke, and no Proportion kept ? ^ 

So is it in the Muficke of mens hues: * 

And hfcere haue I the daintinefle of care,' 

To heare time broke in a diforder’d firing: 

But for the Concord of my State and Time 
Had nor an care to heare my true Time broke 
I wafted Time, and now doth Time waftc me . 

For now hath Time made me his numbrino c lo C ke • 
My Thoughts.are minutes; and with Sighes they L 
Their watches on vnto mine eycs,the outward Wat I 
Whereio my finger, like a Dialls point, 

Is pointing ftill, in cleanfing them from tearcs. 

Now fir, the found chattels what houre it is, * 

Are clamorous groanes, that ftrike vpon my heart 
Which is the bell: fo Sighes,and Teares,and Crones 

Shew Minutes,Houres,andTimes :buuny Time * 

Run* poafting on, in 'BuUingbrookes proud ioy, 
While I ft and fooling necre, his iacke o’ch’Clocke, 
This Muficke mads me, let it found no more, 

For though it haue holpc madmen to their wits 
In me it ieemes, it will mal c wife-men mad: * 

Yet blelTing on his heart that giues it me; 

For’tis a figne ofloue. and loue to Richard^ 

Is aftrangc Brooch,in this all-hating world. 

Enter Grooms. 

Groo , Haile Royall Prince. 

Rich. Thankes Noble Pcere, 

The cheapeft of vs, is ten groates too deere. 

What art thou ? And how com’fl thou hither? 

Where no man euer comes,but that fad dogge 
That brings me food, to make misfortune liue ? 

Groo . I was a poore Groome of thy Stable (King) 
When thou were King .who trauelling towards Yorke, 
With much adoo, at length haue gotten Ieaue 
To looke vpon my(fometimes Royall) matters face. 

O how it yern’d my heart, when I beheld 
In London ftreccs, that Coronation d3y. 

When Tdullingbrooke rode on Roane Barbary, 

That horfe, that thou fo often haft beftrid, 

That horfc, that I fo carefully haue dreft# 

Rich . Rode he on Barbary? Tell me gentle Friend, 
How went he vnder him ? 

Groo. So proudly,as if he had difdain’d the ground. 
Rick. So proud, that r Bullingbrooke was on his backcj 
That lade hath eate bread from my Royall hand# 

This hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 
Would he not ftumble? Would be not fall downe 
(Since Pride muft haue a fall) and breake the nccke 
Of that proud man, tfiac did vfurpe his backe ? 
Forgiuenefle horfc: Why do I raile on thee. 

Since thou created to be aw’d by man 
Was'c borne to beare? I was not madeahorfe, 

Ant 
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Who lately / 


^e-froptet 1> Kjn g-,cp rwr 
Mh, The d'/ell^e W3T1 2 
parienceisftalc^awdIatn weary o‘ it. 

Keep* Hclpc,helpe,hclpc. . • . 

_ -fyter - Ex tv f rnnctSerttmtr, 

U 0W now?what meanes Death in this rude affiajt? 
.. „'. ne t hine owne hand yeelds thydcatlis inftrumeut, 

Hathtbe'KVng'sWood,fbin’d the Kings own land. 
Mount, mount my ioule, tl.y bate is vp on high, 
uMed grofle flefh finkcs.downward.heere to dye. 

^ Ww.^AstuH ofVarpf, as ofRoyall blood, 

Roth haue I fpift: Oh would the dced. ^rc good. 

[pot now the diuell, that told me I dm well, 

Saves, th 3 t.tWsdeede is chronicled in hell. 

This dead King to the liuing King lie beare. 

Take hence the reft, and glue them buriall heere. Exit. 


Serna Quinta. 


Flotirijl). Enter r Bullingbrooke,Torke > mth 
other Lords 0 s attendants. 

id. KindeVnkle Yorke, the latert newes we heare, 
fstha t the Rebels haue confum’d with ,fire ; 

OurTAwneofCiccterinGloucefterlliire, 

But whe ther they be tane or flaine, we beare not. 

Enter Northumberland, 
elcomy uy Lord: What is the newes ? 

Nori Firn to thy Sacred State, wifh l all happinefie; 
The (iext newos is, I haue to London fent 
The heads aiSu'lshury ,SpencerfBlmt^ad Kent: _ 


ir-4 


The manner of their taking may appearc 
At lacge diteourfed intbUpaperheere.A , 

But.Wc thank thee gentle Percy for thy paincs, 

And to thy iiytfrthvWiO^dde right WQffhy games. 

G'• f^^^ettteri ..’y 

Fi^bMy LordvIhaoc.froJl-i Oxfotdfeitt'td London 
The heads of Broccas^ad Sir Bennet Seely, 

Two of the dangerduiconijbrred Traftors, 

That fought at Oxford, thy dire cHiefthrrfv^.: V 
Bui. Thy paines Ptlxsrfitt&s Aral 1 not be forgot. 

Right Noble is thy merit, well I vvoc. 

, . f« 7. "? Enter.Verfi^CorlUe.-T : 

Per. The grand~Coqlpirator, Abbot of Weftminfler, 
With clog of Confcience, andfowreMciancholly, 

Hath ycelded vp his body to the graue : 

But heere-ir Carlile, 1 ruing to abide 

Thy Kinaly doom?,and fentence of his pride. 

Bui. farlile, this is your coome : 

Choole out fome fecret place, fome reuerend roome 

More thetrthou haft, and with it ioy thy life. 

So as thou.liu’rt.in peace, dye free fromRrife: 

For though mine cncniy, thou haft cuetbecne, 
Highfparkes of Honor in thee haue I feene. 

Enter Exton with a Coffin. 

Exton.. Great King, within this Coffin I prefent 
Thy buried feare. Heerein all brc3thle{Te lies 
The mightieft of thy greateft enemies 
jg/d/,«rdofBiirde3Ux, by nrc hither brought. . . 

r Bul. Exton , I thanke thee net, for thou haft wrought 
A’dccdc; of Slaughter, with thy fatall hand, 

Vpon my head, and all this famous Land. 

£*\From your owne mouth my Lord,didI thisdecd. 
S«/.'‘Thcy loue not poyfcn,that.do poyfon.necde, 
Nor do I thee: though I did wtftr him dead, 

I hate the Murtherer, lone him murthered. 

The guilt ofconfcience take thou for thy labour, 

But neither my good word, nor Princely fauour. i 

With (Gr/'we go wander through the (hade of night. 

And neuer ilrew thy head by day, nor light. . 

Lords, I proteftmy fouleisfullofvvoe, T ; 

That blood ^hould fprinklc me, to make me grow. 

Come mournc with me, for that I do lament. 

And putonfuflenBlackc incontinent: 
lie make a voyage to the Holy-land, 

To wafh this blood off from my guilty hand. 

March fadly after, grace my mourning heere. 

In weeping after this vntimely Beere. Exeunt* 


/ 
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